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ONESHOT 


Author's Notes: 
Additional Disclaimer: | don't own or mean to offend Rockfic lol. 


Heyyy, another beer won't matter much. 


Is fucking almost midnight and l'm not clubbing or anything. l'm just reading band fiction while curled up in my 
bed covers. With a bottle of beer in my hand. With my music playing on shuffle. 


| start reading another fic. The disclaimer is the most fucking obvious thing I've ever read. Gee, you don't own 


bands, how could you, like, possibly own fucking Foo Fighters? 


Ah, they start blasting from the speakers. After fucking Satyricon. Yes, I'm musically bipolar. So fucking what? 


Hey, maybe that beer was too much. I'm starting to feel dizzy. If | could just lay here.. 


| wake up in a palace. | swear to damn Lucifer, this IS A FUCKING CASTLE. 


The room l'm in has a bed with satin and velvet covers, a big window that overlooks a beautiful garden and 


enough cds to open a fucking record store stuffed on a luxurious desc. What the actual fuck? 
| hear a knock at the door and then | see the last thing any sane person would expect. 


Bruce fucking Dickinson is dressed in some kind of a bed cover. Or curtain, | dunno. Anyway, its a yellowish 


fabric. He looks at me and says, with the most british accent | have heard in all my damn life: 

"Good morning, your majesty! 

| think | lost my ability to speak. 

| brought your majesty breakfast" | hear in a funny accent far away. And Lars Ulrich of fucking Metallica is 
getting inside, pushing a cart, as if he is a hotel maid or something. He follows the same fashion as Bruce, but 
he wears a red thing with blue polka dots. Whatever drugs l'm in, it's good stuff. 

"Would you like some music to start this beautiful day?" Bruce asks. 

"What do you mean? From those records?" | point at the cds. 

"| was suggesting a live concert, your majesty." 

"Bring Megadeth then!" | say sarcastically. 

"Which lineup?" he asks, as if it's how | like my coffee. 

"Rust in peace, duh." | reply. 


"MEGADETH, GET YOUR ARSES HERE NOW! RUST IN PEACE LINEUP!" | hear the British yell. 


Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson, Marty Friedman and Nick Menza all wear some black curtains around their 


waists, covering just the basics, and walk in, connecting guitars to amps, while Nick sits in the drum kit. 
"Good morning, your highness!" They all say. 


"Hello me, meet the real me." Dave starts then. 


Private concert. Good. | have to get myself up from the bed to headbang. And that is weird as fuck considering 


| am wearing pyjamas with teddy bears that | swear I've never seen before. 

After the little concert finishes, | ask Bruce where | should go for a shower. He points at the left of the 
corridor. 

Inside the bathroom, | see the weirdest shit ever. 

Fucking Euronymous and Dead from Mayhem are both wearing some pink bathrobes that have bunny ears in 
the hoods (yes, they have put on the hoods). And that is wisely combined with corpse paint. Euronymous is 


blowing some bubbles from that little thing children buy at luna parks and Dead is handing me some soap. 


"Here you are, your majesty" he growls in that voice of his. 

After | finish that shower, | put on the weird red velvet clothing that Dead hands me. | go back to that 
corridor and see Kirk Hammett AND James Hetfield, wearing fancy sheets similar to that one Lars wore (yes, 
red-blue polka dot). 

"In the mood for some porn, your majesty?", they ask in a synchronised manner. | nod. Whatever. 

Then they escort me to some room with a bed and a comfy couch. And | see fucking Slash and Axl Rose 
coming in. Without clothes. And starting to fuck at the bed, while I'm sitting in the couch. Next to me is a Cliff 
Burton who hands me champaign. This is hot as fuck, but things are weird. I'm starting to feel dizzy... 

"May | go back to my room?" | ask. 


‘Of course, your majesty" Hammett replies. | swear | hear Axl climax on my way back 


When | enter the room, | understand how cold it is. Poor Bruce, sitting there and just wearing that sheet. He's 


also barefoot! | see some socks in the chair next to me and hand them to him. 
"You will get cold." | calmly say. 


"YOUR MAJESTY HAS GIVEN ME A SOCK! NOT A PRISONER, IM A FREE MAN!" he yells and rushes out of the 


room. 


"What was that?" | ask Dave Mustaine, who is now smoking a cigarette, sitting on the floor. | am starting to 


feel sicker and sicker. 


"We are your slaves, your majesty. And we can only be free when you give us some piece of clothing. Don't 


you remember?" 


| open my eyes and rush to the bathroom. God, | need to puke. And I'm not gonna change my sheets. 


| look at the clock afterwards. Fuck it's already seven! I'm late at work! And working with a hangover is a hell 


of a thing! 


| swallow some pills and dress myself. On the way, | remember about some weird ass dream. Was Axl Rose in 


it? And.. Euronymous? 
No fucking way. 


Anyway, | got bigger problems to care for, | think as | get in the bus. 


